"the lie of the land"
more energetic, more enterprising material than myself, usually
took the lead, but was showing unexpected pliancy over this.
question; but she would try, yes, she really would! Not till I was
strolling home again down the pleasant country roads of Bramble-
ford, did it occur to me that exactly the same good arguments
applied to my own habit of working in the morning, which by
a little adaptability and willingness to oblige, and some preliminary
effort, might "easily** be shifted to the afternoon or evening - . .
It was the case of the Military Tailors and their point of view, all
over again.
So I did not wonder, when Sophia told me about leaving the
cottage, if I could find another cottage or house in the country, but
said to myself as a matter of course: London. I am a Londoner.
I was well again, more or less; and the war was still going on;
and anyhow I did not want another cottage, I had grown fond
of this one—against my inclination, for I know what happens to
me whenever I am dragged up by the roots, and how much trouble
I give to everyone around me, and how I insist that I can never,
never be happy again anywhere else. To think of moving during
the fig-time of the year, leaving my window, leaving Sophia to
whom I was devoted, leaving my early morning awakening to a
symphony of bird-song.
And dunking of birds brought me, literally, to consider Josephine,
who now came running to meet me with her characteristic brrr
of welcome, an expressive sound, to be interpreted as: "So here
you are, back again! Why, you've been away for weeks. I didn't
miss you at all, for reasons we needn't go into now; still, I'm glad
to see you. It makes company in the garden and a lap in the
house" . . . She wove invisible patterns round and round me, rub-
bing against my legs. Josephine was absolutely beautiful; a black
semi-Persian with a shimmer of russet over her fur, a wide black
ruff, deep glowing golden eyes—I never really knew what gold
could mean till I saw it there with life behind the gold. She did
not exploit her looks, for like all cats of character and not mere
parasites for food, during twenty hours out of the twenty-four,
she was indifferent to me (her mistress) or to any other human
being. Her indifference was positive, not negative: Josephine
walking towards you—and then straight past, bent on her own
independent errand, offered a salutary comment on your own lack
of charm compared with whatever jolly business she had in mind.
I had better define clearly my angle of approach to the little lives
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